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Roger and John sat outside the house the band had rented for the summer and sat in complete silence, 
breathing in the sweet night air. Roger picked up his perspiring glass and before taking a drink, lifts it toward 
John. 


"A toast, mate," Roger announced. "Here's to the completion of our new album. May it bring us 


great success." 


John looked at him a short while before raising his glass. He was momentarily blinded by his band mate's 


radiant smile. John found alone time with Roger to be particularly grueling on his mind. It's hard to pretend 
you aren't attracted to someone when you spend almost waking second together. Finally, he too raised his 


glass and simply said, "Cheers." 


He watched Roger drink in long, slow gulps. John took a drink too so Roger didn't catch him staring. Roger sat 
the empty glass down. John watched him lick his lips. He flinched a little when Roger stood quickly and looked 


down at him. 
"Care for a swim?" Roger asked smiling. 


John knew right then he needed to leave. The sight of the water on Roger's tight, muscular chest was almost 


too much for him to bare. 


"| can't swim" And it was the truth. John never learned how, and admitting it to his friend was slightly 


embarrassing for him. 


"Aw, come on," Roger chided "You can stay in the shallow end! Before long it will be autumn and we'll have to 


stay in at night. This could be our last chance to go swimming this summer!" 


John was a little moved by Roger's boyish charm. And if this was his last chance to go swimming with Roger, 


he needed to bite the bullet. 
‘Okay, fine. But | don't have anything to swim in" 
"Sure you do! Same as | dol” 


Roger walked over to the edge of the pool and removed his tight pants. He had on very tight underwear that 


left very little to the imagination, and John knew full well what would happen once the cotton material got wet . 


Roger took a couple of steps back and jumped in the pool. John watched him dive to the bottom and back up 
for air. He whipped his hair out of his face and John watched it go from straight to curly again 

Roger smiled at him expectantly. John walked around to the shallow part of the big pool and slowly removed 
his pants while Roger wasn't looking. He tested the water with his left foot. The water was warm, almost like 
a relaxing bath. Roger was right, there probably won't be any more nights like this one. 


"Come on! It isn't that cold!" 


John stepped into the water, walked until it was waist deep and then fully submerged himself. The water felt 
so refreshing. It seemed to heal his hands which at the end of some days were bloody and blistered from 
playing his bass. He stood there for a long time and alternated between looking at Roger and up at the night 
sky. There was a little natural light from the house, but most of the sky was lit by the moon. John was 
very taken by the beauty of both, and the site of Roger's body being lit by the moon was breathtaking. John 


was still looking at the sky when Roger swam over to him and grabbed his arm. 
"Come out a little further, you can't just stand there all night. You've got to have a little fun!" 


Without a word, John walked to the edge of the shallow end and stopped there. Roger kept swimming and 


motioned for John to follow. 


"I told you, | can't swim." John was a little angry at Roger making him admit it again. Roger glided across the 
water and when he got to John, he turned around. 


"Put your hands on my back." Roger said. 
"Why?" John asked, puzzled. 


‘lm going to take you out into the deep water." Roger sensed John's reluctance and added, "I won't move away 


from you. You won't drown" 


John put his hands on Roger's shoulders and the two moved away from the safety of the shallow end. John 
felt a knot in his stomach. He was afraid of being in the deep water and was even more afraid that he might 
get too close to Roger. If he got too close, Roger might notice how John's body had reacted to seeing him 
unclothed. Everything seemed to move in slow motion as the two approached the deepest part of the pool. 
John held on tight, but let the rest of him keep its distance. 


When they got there, Roger turned his head to look at John. "See, that wasn't so bad" And look how well you 


can see the moon from here!" 


John looked up and saw that the moon was practically a spotlight on Roger. Even in the darkness, Roger's eyes 
seemed to glow an electric blue that made John's heart pound. The two swam over to the edge of the pool 
and John took his hands from Roger's shoulders. He gripped the metal edge of the pool. Roger was still looking 
up at the sky and John was still pretending not to look at Roger. 


"Have you ever seen anything so beautiful?" Roger asked. 


As if on cue, John's hand moved up to Roger's face and turned it to face him. Roger seemed to know what 
John wanted and didn't move away as John placed a slow, warm kiss on his mouth. John opened his eyes for a 
moment, completely in disbelief that'd he has just kissed his fellow band member and that he had not moved 
to get away from it. After about IO seconds had passed, John pulled away meekly and looked at Roger. 
Roger's blue eyes danced quietly and he pulled John in for another more passionate kiss. John was surprised 


to feel Roger's tongue in his mouth caressing his own. 


The bassist, for a moment, thought it would be worth it not to breathe again for the rest of his life if he 
could stay locked in this kiss with Roger. But after a while his body betrayed him and he pulled away to take 


a much needed breathe. Roger was smiling, but not half so much as John was. He'd never felt so exhilarated 


in all his life from a kiss alone. He would have been content to stay there watching Roger smile if Roger 


hadn't quietly suggested they go into the pool house for a while. 


He once again took hold of Roger's shoulders and the singer swam languidly across the water to the steps. 
Only this time, John had the courage to pepper Roger's shoulders with soft kisses, something he would never 
have normally done with anyone he'd only just kissed for the first time. He swore he heard Roger's breathing 
speed up as he did. When they finally reached the steps, Roger gave John a look. John knew what the look 
meant. He expected something when they got to the pool house. And John was going to give it to him without 
being asked. 


The brunette did his best to hide his erect cock as he got out of the water, but it was no use. The water 
made his underwear cling to him unmercifully. He didn't check, but he knew his band mate must have had the 
same problem. They walked close together until they got to the pool house. Normally, the pool house was 
used to change clothes or take a shower after swimming. But tonight it would be used for a different 


purpose. 


When they got inside, Roger whirled around and slammed the door shut, pinning John against it with his thin 
frame. If John had wanted, he could have easily overpowered the other man and taken control. But he enjoyed 
the rush of Roger's dominance. Every moment of it. He let his friend kiss him more aggressively and 
passionately. He also let him drag him into the shower room. But he would be the one to undress them both. 


When the kiss was broken, Roger motioned for the other man to take off his underwear. John obeyed and 
carefully got to his knees and slowly pulled off the last remaining clothes that Roger had on. Roger smiled 
down at him, even though John didn't see. The pool house was considerably darker than it was outside. He 


thought it was best so as not to draw attention to them and anything they might be getting into that night. 


John knelt before Roger, both them in their truest form. The bassist's eyes looked up and down the singer 
slowly with complete awe. His cock was painfully stiff and ached for release, but his focus was on Roger and 
his pleasure. He would only give of himself and ask for nothing in return. He slowly leaned forward and took the 
throbbing flesh into his mouth, slowly sliding it in and out of his mouth. The only sound was the sound of 
moaning. John had never done this before and was careful to take his time. He hoped desperately that he was 
doing it good enough. He looked up to see Roger's head tossed back, eyes squeezed shut. This must have been 
the release he needed. 


The dark-haired man's inexperience began to show through as he began to use his hand to aid his actions. He 
had a sensitive gag reflex and did all he could to make up for it. He soon got the courage to make his actions 
fast and urgent, and the older man began to lose control. John felt Roger's hot come shoot into his mouth and 
he couldn't help but smile around his cock. He must have done a better job than he'd originally thought. Roger 
tilted John's head upward to face him as he panted breathlessly. John swallowed and smiled back. 


They both walked over to the window and picked up their soaked underwear along the way. The lights had gone 
out in the house. They again exchanged smiles and Roger said, "Let's go inside quietly. My room." 


John knew then and there was going to get an unexpected payment for what he'd just done, but what was it? 
He could see in Roger's smile that he was going to enjoy whatever it was, without question As they crept to 
the house, the bassist couldn't help but grin. This was the best night of his life... . and it was about to get 


much, much better. 


